5O8         OSCAR WILDE AND HIS  CONFESSIONS

he said to me one day, "and they are all brutal
to me. I think I should like to go to Italy if
you would not mind."

"The world is all before you," I replied. "I
shall only be too glad for you to get a com-
fortable place," and I gave him the money he
wanted. He lingered on at Nice for nearly a
week. I saw him several times. He lunched
with me at the Reserve once at Beaulieu, and
was full of delight at the beauty of the bay
and the quiet of it. In the middle of the meal
some English people came in and showed their
dislike of him rudely. He at once shrank into
himself, and as soon as possible made some
pretext to leave. Of course I went with him.
I was more than sorry for him, but I felt as
unable to help him as I should have been un-
able to hold him back if he had determined to
throw himself down a precipice.